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THE JIM AND CHARLOTTE NORCOP PRIZE IN SONG 

The annual prize was established in 2009 and is awarded to the singer at the Faculty of Music showing the 
most promise in performance of the song literature. Past winners have been Leslie Ann Bradley, Geoffrey Sirett 

Aviva Fortunata Wilks, Andrew Haji and Charles Sy. 


THE GWENDOLYN WILLIAMS KOLDOFSKY PRIZE IN ACCOMPANYING 

The annual prize was established in 2011 and is awarded to the collaborative pianist at the Faculty of Music 
showing the most promise in performance of the song literature. Past winners have included 
Susan Black, Narmina Afandiyeva and Ivan Jovanovic. 


Gwendolyn Williams was born November 1, 1906 in 
Bowmanville, Ontario. She studied piano in Toronto 
with Viggo Kihl. At 17, she went to London where she 
studied piano with Tobias Matthay and ensemble 
playing and accompanying with Harold Craxton. Later, 
she spent several months in Paris studying French 
repertoire with Marguerite Hasselmans. 

When she was 20, she returned to Canada 
and was plunged almost immediately into an 
accompanying career when the great Canadian 
soprano, Jeanne Dusseau asked her to play for 
her. One musical engagement led to another at an 
exhilarating pace. A year after her return to Canada, 
she met and married the violinist Adolph Koldofsky. 
For the next quarter century, she accompanied all of 
her husband’s solo recitals and played every form of 
chamber music with him on concert stages around 
the world. 

In 1945, the couple moved to Los Angeles, where 
Mrs. Koldofsky was engaged to teach accompanying 
at the School of Music of the University of Southern 
California. She taught accompanying, song literature 


and chamber music at USC from 1947 to 1988. She 
was also a longtime member of the faculty of the 
Santa Barbara Music Academy of the West, where 
she served as director of vocal accompanying from 
1951 to 1989. She judged competitions, lectured 
and taught master classes for accompanists, singers 
and ensembles throughout the United States and 
Canada. Among her many students were mezzo- 
soprano Marilyn Horne, pianist Martin Katz and 
soprano Carol Neblett. 

For more than 40 years, Koldofsky appeared 
as an accompanist throughout the world, working 
with such distinguished artists as Rose Bampton, 
Suzanne Danco, Herta Glaz, Mack Harrell, Marilyn 
Horne, Jan Peerce, Hermann Prey, Peter Schreier, 
Martial Singher and Eleanor Steber. She assisted 
Lotte Lehmann on many tours during the latter’s 
last 8 years of performing and for 11 years was 
Lehmann’s accompanist and coach-assistant at the 
Music Academy of the West. 

Gwendolyn Williams Koldofsky died November 
12, 1998 in Santa Barbara at the age of 92. 


AN APPRECIATION FROM MARILYN HORNE 

“Gwen Koldofsky was one of the great teachers in my life who eventually became my accompanist for 10 
years, and of course my dear, dear friend. She was an extraordinary woman with such grace and at the same 
time, such power. She was the pioneer in the world of teaching accompanying. It was at the University of 
Southern California where the first degrees in that field were offered, including the first doctorate. A huge 
accomplishment, especially for a woman. Women were definitely second-class citizens in accompanying in those 
days. Thank God that is not the case anymore. She is the one who really knocked down those doors. I will 
forever be grateful to her personally for all she gave to me in knowledge of the song repertoire and for the good 
fortune to have her with me for so long. We all sort of felt that with Gwen, we had found religion. She was the 
troubadour of the piano! Her legacy at the Music Academy of the West in Santa Barbara is commemorated by 
the Marilyn Horne Song Competition in her honor every summer for the voice students of the Academy. She is 
still missed and I think of her always. ” 

AN APPRECIATION FROM MARTIN KATZ 

“It would not be possible for me to articulate adequately all I received from Mme. K, as we all called her. Style, 
tone coloring, comfortable pianism and above all, listening with ears wide open are just a few of the musical 
things. Then there is the regard for one’s partner, the respect for the profession and the art of tireless giving. 
These were taught by Mme. K’s example to all of us, her lucky charges. And that doesn’t even begin to speak of 
the professional doors she opened for me and for so many of my colleagues. The lucky life I have led for so long 
now would simply never have happened without her to ignite it all.” 


BIOGRAPHIES 


Soprano Jennifer Krabbe, this year’s winner of 
the Jim and Charlotte Norcop Prize in Song, is a 
graduate of both the University of Western Ontario 
and the Royal Conservatory’s Glenn Gould School. 
She is currently completing her Master’s degree 
in Voice Performance at the University of Toronto 
under the tutelage of soprano Monica Whicher. 

Jennifer’s recent operatic roles include Virtu 
and Drusilla in Monteverdi’s L'incoronazione 
di Poppea, Taumannchen and Sandmannchen 
in Humperdinck’s Hansel und Gretel, Linfea in 
Cavalli’s La Calisto, Oberto in Handel’s Alcina, as 
well as Erste Dame and Papagena in Mozart’s Die 
Zauberflote. 

As a Sidgwick Scholar with the Orpheus Choir 
of Toronto she appeared as as soloist in the 
Canadian premiere of Benjamin Britten’s The 
World of the Spirit, Larry Nickel’s Requiem for 
Peace, Eriks Esenvalds’ Passion and Resurrection, 
and Howard Goodall’s Every Purpose Under 
Heaven. Other concert performances include 
Mozart’s Vespere solennes de confessore and 
Exultate Jubilate, Handel’s Messiah, Vivaldi’s 
Gloria, Saint-Saens’ Oratorio de Noel, Vaughan 
Williams’ Serenade to Music, Charpentier’s Messe 
des Morts. 

Some of Jennifer’s upcoming engagements 
include Haydn’s Lord Nelson Mass, Dido in Dido 
and Aeneas, Pamina in The Magic Flute, and 
Calisto in La Calisto. 

Musician, educator, and researcher Graham 
Banfield explores how music serves as a portal to 
the human experience. The diverse aspects of his 
career have been lauded by prizes in international 
guitar competitions, scholarships, teaching 
and lecture posts, his Carnegie Hall debut, and 
inclusion on an EMMY Award winning soundtrack. 
He received his earliest formation at Cornish 
College of the Arts in Seattle, Washington before 
pursuing graduate studies under a full scholarship 
at Yale University and post graduate studies at 
the Conservatorio di Svizzera italianain Lugano, 
Switzerland. Graham is presently pursuing the 
degree of Doctor of Musical Arts at the University 
of Toronto as well as a rigorous performing and 
teaching schedule. 


Current winner of the Gwendolyn Williams 
Koldofsky Prize in Accompanying, Australian 
pianist Lara Dodds-Eden is in her first year of the 
DMA programme in Collaborative Piano with Lydia 
Wong. Before moving to Toronto, Lara spent much 
of the previous year as Collaborative Pianist and 
Artistic Associate of the Banff Centre’s Fall and 
Winter Music Residencies, where she assisted 
in curating the public events of the season and 
performed with international visiting artists 
including cellist Gavriel Lipkind, pianist Ronan 
O’Hora, Broken Social Scene’s Kevin Drew and the 
Australian Chamber Orchestra. 

Lara studied as an undergraduate in Canberra 
with Susanne Powell, and as a postgraduate 
with Caroline Palmer in London, UK, at the 
Guildhall School of Music and Drama. She has 
performed as a song accompanist, chamber 
musician, and concerto soloist alongside many 
of the prominent musicians of her generation, in 
major international venues including London’s 
Purcell Room; Wigmore, Royal Festival, and 
Barbican Halls; Amsterdam’s Het Concertgebouw, 
Bratislava’s Philharmonic Hall, Sydney’s Angel 
Place Recital Hall and as a featured artist at the 
Aldeburgh Festival. From 2010 - 2013 she was 
Artistic Director of the Paxos Chamber Music 
Festival, Greece. 

Since moving to Toronto Lara has appeared 
in Fawn Chamber Creative’s production of 
‘Miss Donnithorne’s Maggot’ at Gallery 345, 
accompanied folktronica artist Kashka at the 
Drake Hotel and recorded with singer-songwriter 
Benjamin Hermann, performed on fortepiano in 
a Schubert Lied lunchtime concert at the Faculty 
of Music’s Walter Hall and with mezzo-soprano 
Megan Quick in a performance of Elgar’s Sea 
Pictures in the University of Toronto’s Concerto 
Competition Final. 


Texts and Translations 


The Blessed Virgin's Expostulation 
Text by Nahum Tate (1652-1715) 

Tell me, some pitying angel, quickly say, 
Where does my soul's sweet darling stray, 

In tiger's, or more cruel Herod's way? 

Ah! rather let his little footsteps press 
Unregarded through the wilderness, 

Where milder savages resort: 

The desert's safer than a tyrant's court. 

Why, fairest object of my love, 

Why dost thou from my longing eyes remove? 
Was it a waking dream that did foretell 
Thy wondrous birth? no vision from above? 
Where's Gabriel now that visited my cell? 

I call; he comes not; flatt'ring hopes, farewell. 

Me Judah's daughters once caress'd, 

Call'd me of mothers the most bless'd. 

Now, fatal change, of mothers most distress'd. 

How shall my soul its motions guide? 

How shall I stem the various tide, 

Whilst faith and doubt my lab'ring soul divide? 

For whilst of thy dear sight beguil'd, 

I trust the God, but oh! I fear the child. 


Suleika I 

Text by Marianne von Willemer (1784-1860) 

Was bedeutet die Bewegung? 

Bringt der Ost mir frohe Kunde? 

Seiner Schwingen frische Regung 
Kiihlt des Herzens tiefe Wunde. 

Kosend spielt er mit dem Staube, 

Jagt ihn auf in leichten Wolkchen, 

Treibt zur sichem Rebenlaube 
Der Insekten frohes Volkchen. 

Lindert sanft der Sonne Gliihen, 

Kiihlt auch mir die hei Ben Wangen, 

KiiBt die Reben noch im Fliehen, 

Die auf Feld und Iliigel prangen. 

Und mir bringt sein leises Fliistem 
Von dem Freunde tausend GriiBe; 

Eh' noch diese Iliigel diistem, 

GriiBen mich wohl tausend Kiisse. 


What does the motion mean? 

Does the East wind bring me good news? 
The fresh movements of his wings 
Cools the heart's deep wound. 

Caressingly he plays with the dust, 
Chasing it in light clouds, 

Driving into the safe vine leaves 
The happy tribe of insects. 

It gently cools the sun's glow, 

Cools my hot cheeks, 

Kisses the vines as it flies, 

Resplendent on the field and hills. 

And brings me its soft whispering, 

From my friend, a thousand greetings; 
Before these hills grow dark, 

Greets me with a thousand kisses. 



Und so kannst du weiter ziehen! 
Diene Freunden und Betriibten. 

Dort wo hohe Mauem gluhen, 

Dort find' ich bald den Vielgeliebten. 

Ach, die wahre Herzenskunde, 
Liebeshauch, erfrischtes Leben 
Wird mir nur aus seinem Munde, 
Kann mir nur sein Athem geben. 

Suleika II 

Text by Marianna von Willemer 

Ach, um deine feuchten Schwingen, 
West, wie sehr ich dich beneide: 
Denn du kannst ihm Kunde bringen 
Was ich in der Trennung leide! 

Die Bewegung deiner Fliigel 
Weckt im Busen stilles Sehnen; 

B lumen, Auen, Wald und Flugel 
Stehn bei deinem Flauch in Tranen. 

Doch dein mildes sanftes Wehen 
Kiihlt die wunden Augenlider; 

Ach, fur Leid mufit' ich vergehen, 
Flofft' ich nicht zu sehn ihn wieder. 

Eile denn zu meinem Lieben, 
Spreche sanft zu seinem Flerzen; 
Doch venneid' ihn zu betriiben 
Und verbirg ihm meine Schmerzen. 

Sag' ihm, aber sag's bescheiden: 
Seine Liebe sei mein Leben, 
Freudiges Gefuhl von beiden 
Wird mir seine Nahe geben. 


And so you can move on! 

Serve friends and the saddened. 

There, where high walls glow, 

There, soon I will find my dearly beloved. 

Ah, the true heart's message, 

Love's breath, refreshing life 
comes to me only by his mouth, 

Can only be given to me by his breath. 


Ah! Your moist wings, 

West, how much I envy them: 

For you can bring him greetings 
Of what I suffer in isolation! 

The movement of your wings 
Awakens in my breast a silent longing; 
Flowers, meadows, forests and hills 
Stand from your breath in tears. 

Yet your mild, gentle blowing 
Cools my aching eyelids; 

Ah, for sorrow I would die, 

I don't hope to see him again. 

Flurry then to mu love, 

Speak softly to his heart; 

But avoid distressing him 
And hide my pain from him. 

Tell him, but tell him modestly: 

His love is my life, 

The joyful feeling of both 
Will give me his presence. 


Try Me. Good King 

Katherine of Aragon (1485-1536) 

Katherine of Aragon, formerly Queen of England, to King Henry VIII, 7 January 1536 
My most dear lord, king and husband, 

The hour of my death now drawing on, the tender love I owe you forceth me ... to commend myself 
to you, and to put you in remembrance...of the health and welfare of your soul. ... You have cast me 
into many calamities and yourself into many troubles. Fro my part, I pardon you everything, and I 
wish to devoutly pray God that Fie will pardon you also. For the rest, I comment unto you our 
daughter, Mary, beseeching you to be a good father unto her. . . . Lastly, I make this vow, that my 
eyes desire you above all things.. . . 



Anne Boleyn (15027-1536) 

Letter from Anne Boleyn, Queen of England, to Henry VIII, 6 May 1536; 

Excerpts from two letters from Henry VIII to Anne Boleyn; 

Anne Boleyn's speech at her execution, 19 May 1536 

Try me, good king,... let me have a lawful trial, and let not my . . . enemies sit as my accusers and 
judges. . . . Let me receive an open trial for my truth shall fear no open shame. . . .Never a prince had 
a wife more loyal in all duty, ... in all true affection, than you have found in Anne Bulen .... You 
have chosen me from low estate to be your wife and companion. . . Do you not remember the words 
of your own true hand? “My own darling ... I would you were in my arms ... for I think it long 
since I kissed you. My mistress and my friend . . .” Try me, good king. . . If ever I have found favor 
in your sight - if ever the name of Anne Bulen has been pleasing to your ears - let me obtain this 
request. . . and my innocence shall be know . . . and cleared. 

Good Christian People, I come hither to die,. .. and by the law I am judged to die ... I pray God 
save the King. I hear the executioner's good, and my neck is so little. . . 


Jane Seymour (1506-1537) 

Jane Seymour, Queen of England, to the Council, 12 October 1537; 

“Tudor Rose ” (Anonymous) 

Right trusty and Well-Beloved, we greet you well... for as much as be the inestimable goodness . . . 
of Almighty God, we be delivered ... of a prince, ... 

I love the rose both red and white. 

To hear of them is my delight! 

Joyed may we be, 

Our Prince to see, 

And roses three! 


Anne of Cleves (1515-1557) 

Anne of Cleves, Queen of England, to Henry VIII, 11 July 1540 

I have been informed ... by certain lords ... of the doubts and questions which have been . .. found 
in our marriage ... It may please your majesty to know that, though this case ... be most hard . . . 
and sorrowful... I have and do accept the clergy for my judges. So now, ... the clergy hath given 
their sentence, I . . . approve ... I neither can nor will repte mysef for your grace's wife . . . yet it 
may please your highness to take me for your sister, for which I most humbly thank you . . . 

Your majesty's most humble sister, 

Anne, daughter of Cleves 


Katherine Howard (1521-1542) 

Recorded at her execution by a unknown Spaniard, 13 February 1541 

God have mercy on my soul. Good people, I beg you pray for me. By the journey upon which I am 
bound, brothers, I have not wronged the King. But it is true that long before the King took me, I 
loved Thomas Culpeper ... I wish to God I had done as Culpeper wished me, for at the time the 
King wanted me, Culeper urged me to say that I was pledged to him. If I had done as he wished me I 
should not die this death, nor would he .. . God have mercy on my soul. Good people, I beg you 
pray for me ... I die a Queen, but I would rather die the wife of Culpeper. 



La Dame de Monte-Carlo 
Text by Jean Cocteau (1889-1963) 


Quand on est morte entre les mortes, 
qu’on se traine chez les vivants 
lorsque tout vous flanque a la porte 
et la fenne d’un coup de vent, 

ne plus etre jeune et aimee... 
derriere une porte fermee, 
il reste de se fiche a l’eau 
ou d’acheter un rigolo. 

Oui, messieurs, voila ce qui reste 
pour les laches et les salauds. 

Mais si la frousse de ce geste 
s’attache a vous comme un grelot, 
si l’on craint de s’ouvrir les veines, 
on peut toujours risquer la veine 
d’un voyage a Monte-Carlo. 

J’ai fini ma joumee. 

Je veux dormir au fond 
de l’eau de la Mediterranee. 

Apres avoir vendu a votre ame et mis en gage 
des bijoux que jamais plus on ne reclame, 
la roulette est un beau joujou. 

C’estjoli de dire: “je joue”. 

Cela vous met le feu aux joues 
et cela vous allume l’ceil. 

Sous les jobs voiles de deuil 
on porte un joli nom de veuve. 

Un titre donne de l’orgueil! 

Et folie, et prete, et toute neuve, 
on prend sa carte au casino. 

Voyez mes plumes et mes voiles, 
contemplez les strass de l’etoile 
qui mene a Monte-Carlo. 

La chance est femme. 

Elle est jalouse de ces veuvages solennels. 
Sans doute ell’ m’a era l’epouse 
d’un veritable colonel. 

J’ai gagne, gagne sur le douze. 

Et puis les robes se decousent, 
la fourrure perd des cheveux. 

On a beau repeter: “Je veux”, 
des que la chance vous deteste, 
des que votre coeur est nerveux, 
vous ne pouvez plus faire un geste, 
pousser un sou sur le tableau 
sans que la chance qui s’ecarte 
change les chiffres et les cartes 
des tables de Monte-Carlo. 

Les voyous, le buses, les gales! 

Ils m’ont mise dehors... dehors... 
et ils m’accusent d’etre sale, 


When you are dead amongst the dead, 
when you drag yourself amidst the living, 
when everything kicks you out 
and the wind slaps the door shut. 

No longer young and loved... 

behind a closed door, 

there's nothing left but to drown yourself, 

or to buy a funny. 

Yes, gentlemen, that's what's left 
For the cowards and bastards. 

But if fear of this gesture 

attaches to you like a bell, 

if you are afraid of opening your veins, 

you can always take a gamble 

on a trip to Monte-Carlo. 

I've finished my day. 

I want to sleep at the bottom 
Of the bottom of the Mediterranean. 

After having sold your soul and pawned 
your jewelry that you'll never reclaim, 
Roulette is a pretty plaything. 

It's nice to say “I play”. 

It makes your cheeks red 
And it lights up your eyes. 

Under these lovely mourning veils 
You wear a lovely widow's name. 

A title gives pride! 

And crazy, and ready, and all new, 

You take your casino card. 

Look at my feathers and my veils, 

Admire the rhinestone star 
Which brings me to Monte-Carlo. 

Luck is a woman. 

She is jealous of these solemn widowhoods 
Without a doubt she thought I was the wife 
Of a real colonel. 

I won, I won on the twelve. 

And now the dresses become unstitched, 
The fur loses its hair. 

You keep saying “I want”, 

Once luck hates you, 

Once your heart is nervous, 

You can no longer move, 

Push a coin on the table 
Without luck who has left 
Change the numbers and the cards 
On the tables of Monte-Carlo. 

The scoundrels, the fools, the worms! 

They threw me out...out... 

And they accuse me of being dirty. 



de porter malheur dans leurs salles, 
dans leurs sales salles en stuc. 

Moi qui aurais donne mon true a l’ceil, 
au prince, a la princesse, 
au Due de Westminster, 
au Due, parfaitement. 

Faut que ?a cesse, qu’ils me criaient, 
votre boulot! Votre boulot?... 

Ma decouverte. 

J’en priverai les tables vertes. 

C’est bien fait pour Monte-Carlo. 

Et maintenant, moi qui vous parle, 
je n’avouerai pas les kilos que j’ai perdus, 
que j’ai perdus a Monte-Carle, 

Monte-Carle, ou Monte-Carlo. 

Je suis une ombre de moi-meme... 
les martingales, les systemes 
et les croupiers qui ont le droit 
de taper de loin sur vos doigts 
quand on peut faucher une mise. 

Et la pension ou l’on doit 
et toujours la meme chemise 
que l’angoisse trempe dans l’eau. 

Ils peuvent courir. Pas si bete. 

Cette nuit je pique une tete 

dans la mer de Monte-Carlo, Monte-Carlo... 


Of bringing bad luck in their rooms, 

In their dirty rooms of stucco. 

Me, who would have given them my trick. 
To the Prince, to the Princess, 

To the Duke of Westminster, 

The Duke, exactly. 

This must stop, they shout at me, 

Your business! Your business?... 

My discovery. 

I'll deprive the green tables of it. 

It was made for Monte-Carlo. 

And now, I who speak to you, 

I won't admit to the kilos That I've lost, 
That I've lost in Monte-Carle. 
Monte-Carle, or Monte-Carlo. 

I am a shadow of myself... 

The betting systems, the systems 
And the dealers who have the right 
To rap you on your fingers 
When you can hedge a bet. 

And the boarding house where you owe 
And always the same nightshirt 
That anxiety drenches in water. 

They can run. I'm not so foolish. 

This night I dive headfirst 

In the sea of Monte-Carlo, Monte-Carlo... 



